iHE ESCAPE FROM THE LEADS       j6g

was beginning to lose my head, and my courage, when the
simplest incident imaginable restored my mental equilibrium.
The bell of Saint Mark's struck twelve! The day now be-
ginning was All Saints, the prediction of the Jesuit father
flashed through my mind, and at the same moment I re-
membered the line from Ariosto

'Fra il fin d'ottobre e il capo di novembre.'
The sound of the bell was as a speaking talisman to
bidding me be of good heart, and promising me victory. I
broke the glass, and after a quarter of an hour's hard work
with my pike I lifted out the entire grating; blood was
streaming from a wound in my left hand, bul I was too
excited to notice it.
I got back to my companion, who welcomed me with the
grossest insults, for having left him so long, at the same time
assuring me he was only waiting for seven o'clock to return
to the prison. cAnd what did you think had become of me?*
CI thought you had fallen over.3
*And this is how you show your joy at my safety! Follow
me now, and you will see where I have been.'
We scrambled to the garret window, and held a con-
sultation as to the best means of entering it; it was easy
enough for one, as the other could lower him by the cords,
but how was he to follow after?
'Let me down first,' said the amiable Balbi, cand when I
am safe inside you will find some means of rejoining me,3
His brutal selfishness made me feel like digging my pike in
his stomach, but I again restrained myself, and silently did
as he asked. When I drew up the cord, I found the height
from the window to the floor was fifty feet, the window
was high in the roof of an immensely lofty gallery. Not
knowing what to do, I wandered over the leads, where, on
a sort of terrace I had not visited before, I found a tub full
of plaster, a trowel, and a ladder. I dragged the ladder after
me to the window, and managed to push it in as far as the
fifth rimg, but beyond that it was impossible, as there waf